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	1. Chapter 1

Disclaimer: I don't own any of these characters, only Shonda and the writers of Grey's Anatomy do.

A/N: After watching the movie Creed the other night (the new Rocky Balboa, boxing flick) I got an idea for a boxing a/u story. It follows the premise of that shoe Ultimate Fighter where the people come and train and try to become the next and greatest UFC fighter, however I changed the format to be boxing. I don't know really anything about boxing or MMA so bare with me on some of the technicalities and such. Also this is my first attempt at writing fic so don't be too harsh, please!

* * *

><p>Chapter 1: <em>Arizona<em>

"Would you just open it already? You've been staring at that envelope for 2 days now, Arizona. You just need to sack up and open the letter."

"Timothy Walker Robbins, you will not use that kind of language under my roof. Do you hear me?" Not liking her son's choice of words, Barbara Robbins is quick to scold him. "However, Arizona, your brother is right. It's time you woman up and open that letter."

All Arizona can do is roll her eyes. Ever since the mail came on Tuesday, a knot had formed deep in her stomach. She couldn't sleep, she couldn't eat, and her mom and brother were not helping in the least. "You both know it's not that easy." Arizona replies. "Everything I have worked for the past three and a half years comes down to the contents of that envelope."

Barbara, seeing Arizona's nerves and apprehension, tries to reason with her nervous daughter. "Sweetheart, we know it's not easy. We all know how hard you've worked to get here, and we know how much this opportunity means to you." Barbara walks around the kitchen island, grabbing the envelope off the counter as she saunters over to her daughter sitting at their family's kitchen table. She gently places the letter down in front of Arizona and then moves a loving hand to her daughter's shoulder. Trying to convey love and comfort, Barbara adds, "You deserve this, Arizona. You deserve to win a spot there. I've seen how successful you've already made yourself. You have worked day in and day out to get to where you are now. Those judges saw that, they had to have seen it. Please, stop torturing yourself and open that letter."

Arizona scrunches her face together and takes a deep breathe. She knows her mom is right, it's time to find out her fate. Besides, if she keeps this charade of being too afraid to open a letter, then maybe she doesn't deserve to win potential spot there anyways. "Fine, you know what, you're right. I just need to open it." And with that, Arizona reaches out a tentative hand, clutching the nearly weightless folded up, glued together envelope in her left hand. With one last deep breath she slips the index finger of her right hand into the top edge of the envelope and begins to carefully tear it open.

Slowly, as if she trying to break the mysterious letter, Arizona removes the letter from its home. She notices that the letter is on nicer paper than that of the envelope. _'Very formal'_ she thinks to herself. As she carefully unfolds the tri-folded letter, she can feel the eyes of her mom and brother boring holes into her skull. Once fully opened, Arizona sees nothing but dark black print words staring back at her. She began mumbling to herself the words staring back at her. Not loud enough for prying ears to hear, but more than just reading to herself.

**"Dear Ms. Arizona Robbins,**

** Thank you for your interest in the Ultimate Boxing Championship League. After reviewing your entrance application, watching your audition reel, and careful consideration amongst our selection committee, we are pleased to inform you that you have been selected as one of our sixteen competitors in the Ultimate Fighter: Boxing Championship Series. Congratulations!..."**

A smile big and bright enough to blind the stars broke out over her face. Arizona didn't need to keep reading, she got the gist of the letter and she was over the moon thrilled about it.

"Honey, what does it say?" Barbara questioned.

"Mom, really? Look at her face! She made it! She actually freaking made it!" Tim exclaimed. Leaping up from his seat at the table and grabbing his younger sister, he wrapped her in the biggest bear hug and whispered into her ear, "I knew you could do it Zona, I am so happy for you!"

Barbara Robbins leaned down and picked up the letter that her daughter had let go of while nearly being suffocated by her big brothers loving hug and continued to read where her daughter left off.

**"…Congratulations! The next step in your journey to becoming the Ultimate Boxer is very simple. Please call the ten digit number listed below and state your full name to the operator. He or she will then confirm your spot in our program and inform you of when you need to report to our facilities in Seattle, Washington. We look forward to meeting you in person and beginning your training. Again, congratulations and good luck!**

**Please call: 800-225-9662**

** Sincerely,**

** Michael T. Goodwin, President**

"Sweetheart, you need to call this number and confirm your spot. Lord, I hope they haven't given up on you! This letter has been sitting on the counter for 2 days now." Barbara tone was a little worrisome, but she tried to keep an even keel for her daughter's sake.

Panic now seeped its way into Arizona's skin. She knew her mom had a point and could possibly be right. Ugh why hadn't she just opened the letter the moment she laid eyes on it? Her father had taught her better than that. Be strong, be honorable, and be confident. Those morals, along with many others, had been instilled in her for as long as she could remember.

Arizona was at the phone in a flash and demanding her mother to read out the number slowly as her fingers worked across the keypad punching the corresponding numbers. Finally, she has the 10 digits dialed and with each ring of the phone, the butterflies in he stomach get stronger and stronger.

Ring…Ring…Ring…"Hello, thank you for calling the Ultimate Fighter Registration Office. Please state your full name so that I may pull up your file" the hoarse voice on the other end of line calmly dictated to Arizona.

"Um… Arizona Robbins", she stated as clear of a voice as she could muster through her nerves.

Arizona can hear the operator furiously typing away on a computer. "Okay Ms. Robbins, first of all let me say congratulations. I know you must be very happy about making the competition. Second, thank you for calling and confirming your acceptance, though you cut it very close to our 72-hour deadline. Our system is showing that you currently reside in Virginia, is that correct?"

Arizona takes a brief moment to calm her nerves. They had been building ever since her mom commented that she could be too late in accepting the offer, but she just heard the operator confirm her spot, so everything is okay…at least she hopes it is. With the way things have gone these past couple of years, she just never knows. "Yes, Virginia is correct. Just outside Alexandria, to be specific."

"Okay, so it looks like the closet major airport to you is Dulles International. You'll need to be ready to fly out Saturday morning. Could you provide me with your email so that I can send your flight information?" The operator states.

"Saturday morning?! That's like barely two days from now! How am I suppose to get ready in that short amount of time?" Arizona is dumbstruck at this very short window of time she now has to pull everything together and herself in order.

The operator, who is less than thrilled to be getting yelled at by someone who has essentially won a free trip to Seattle to pursue their dream goes on, "Well, Ms. Robbins, acceptance letters were sent out May 1st. Give or take three days for delivery, that puts us at May 4th. You appear to have waited two days to open your letter, since I am just receiving your phone call. That puts us at today, May 6th. All participants are scheduled to report to the facilities on May 10th, meaning you need to be on a plane no later than May 8th, to make sure you get here and have ample time to get yourself situated before you have to report to the director. So, I'll ask again, may I please have your email address Ms. Robbins?"

With her tail between her legs and a very apologetic tone, Arizona replies, "Yes, yes of course. I apologize for my outburst. I know you're just doing your job. My emails is a-z-r-o-b-b-i-n-s at g-m-a-i-l dot c-o-m." Arizona listens as the operator repeats her address back to her, "Yep, that's right. 'AZ' like the state abbreviation, Robbins at gmail dot com." After answering a couple more questions regarding things like food allergies and family medical history, Arizona hangs up the phone and turns to the waiting faces of her mother and brother.

"So, I guess I leave on Saturday!" Arizona grins as her two family members consume her in warm, loving hug.

Tim is first to release his grip on Arizona, followed by Barbara who quickly wipes a tear from her cheek. "Honey, I am so proud of you. You're going to achieve so much out there, I just know it. You have to promise to call us though, do you hear me? At least one call a week, and I'll even learn how to use that TimeFace thing on that new phone you insisted that I have."

"Mom, it's called FaceTime." Tim huffs.

"Yes ma'am, I promise to call and time face with you." Arizona smirks but her mother knows it was just a loving tease and that Arizona will most definitely FaceTime with her even if she hadn't asked for it. "Do you think he's proud of me?" Arizona hesitantly questioned.

Tim who had busied himself with getting ingredients out to make a grilled cheese sandwich, suddenly froze and looked to the two women standing across the kitchen from him.

Barbara, knew this questioned had to be brewing in her daughters head, took a step closer to Arizona. She raised both her arms and rested her hands on Arizona shoulders, then leaned her face in so that her forehead was almost touching Arizona's. "Yes. Yes, your father would be ecstatic for you in this moment. The only thing he wanted in life was to see his children happy, and Arizona I know this acceptance letter has made you immensely happy. After years of being unhappy, though you definitely had a right to be unhappy after everything that happened, I can see that this is the beginning of something great and I KNOW that your father can see that too, from wherever he may be."

A heavy sigh of relief sprang from Arizona's lungs and she reached in to hug her mom for what seemed like the 100th time in the past hour. "I guess I should go get packed then, huh. I've got a flight to catch!"

* * *

><p>AN2: the phone number Arizona has to call is made up completely. I took the word "calzona" and spelled it out in numbers. You know like we used to have to do before we had a full keyboard on our phones? So don't go trying to call that number because I have know clue who will answer or if it will even ring ha!


	2. Chapter 2

**_Disclaimer: I do not own any of the Grey's Anatomy characters found in this story. They are the writers only, I just create other stories featuring them._**

_A/N: Enjoy!_

Chapter 2:_ Callie_

* * *

><p><em>"Oh don't you dare look back, just keep your eyes on me, I said your holding back, she said shut up and dance with me…" <em>Callie sang along to her favorite song as she kept her steady pace on the treadmill. The beat in her ears helped keep her feet moving and if she was going to make it through the next twelve weeks of training camp, she needed to keep moving.

Things in Callie's life had been going great. In the months leading up to her return to Seattle, she saw her parents renew their wedding vows in a beautiful Miami ceremony. Her older sister, Aria, was awarded junior partner position at her law firm, and with the love and support of her family, Callie was finally coming to terms with who she was: a strong-willed (some might say hard headed), curvy, bi-sexual, Hispanic, boxing bombshell.

Normally Callie stayed in Seattle between training camps, but nothing was normal about last years challenge. She found herself questioning everything she had ever known. Everything she had been taught growing up seemed to be crashing down on top of her and nothing, I mean nothing, made sense anymore. The only thing she knew to do was return home and seek help from the two people she knew would never turn her away.

*_Flashback*_

_"Mami, I don't know. I don't know how or why. I just know that there was something about her that I found attractive." Callie professed, tears starting to form in the corners of her eyes._

_Lucia Torres was a bible-thumping, stern as can be, devout to a "T", Catholic. Every scenario that had ever occurred in her life had been answered with a passage from the Bible. Her girls knew that if they acted out or needed guidance, they could be sure to hear a Proverb or Psalm. But today was different. Lucia saw the fear of rejection and confusion in her daughter's eyes and abandoned her preaching ways to simply comfort Callie. "Come here, Calliope", she said. Reaching out and taking her now crying daughter into her arms, Lucia continued, "It's okay, mija. Talk to me, tell your father and I what happened? We want to understand, we love you and all we want is to see you happy."_

_Carlos Torres had not moved a muscle since walking in on the scene of his wife and daughter talking about Callie's latest love interest. He, like Lucia, was a devout Catholic and was having a very hard time wrapping his head around the fact that his daughter did -no DOES- find women attractive. _

_Callie slips out of her mother's grip, wipes her cheeks free of the remaining tears, and sits up straight. Looking to her father first, who is standing in the doorframe of the family's large living, he gives a slight nod of his head indicating that he is truly ready to hear what she has to say. Callie then shifts her focus to her mother, who is still sitting next to her on the couch. All Callie can see in her eyes is love, and for the first time since all this came out, Callie feels like it might be okay. _

_"Well, it all started around week five of training. She asked if she could stay in the gym and work on footwork before her match in the ring the next day. I told her yes, and asked if she wanted a sparring partner. So, we're in the ring throwing jabs and bobbing and weaving all over the canvas. Things got pretty intense, really quickly, and I could tell she was giving me some looks but I just figured she was gauging me as an opponent. After about 45 minutes of going back and forth, she threw her gloves off, stomped out of the ring and screamed that she couldn't do it anymore. I had no idea what I did wrong, but I just let it go." Callie was so lost in her thoughts that she didn't realize her father had moved from the doorway to couch and was now sitting down next to her. _

_Sandwiched in between her parents, Callie continued with her story. "Over the next couple of days, every time I saw Erica she would give me the same looks I saw in the ring, and then awkwardly excuse herself from the room. It started to really piss me off, you know? I was there to help these women achieve their dream, and for some reason one of my competitors was avoiding me. So, I confronted her about it. I went to her room one night and found her studying the tape of my 2013 championship fight. I walked in and sat next to her on her bed. We sat in silence until the tape finished with me raising the Championship belt over my head. I then turned to face her and without thinking just blurted it out 'Why are you avoiding me? You know you're supposed to be using me as a resource, a guide to get you to the final bout. How can I do my job if you…' but I couldn't finish my rant because she grabbed my face and crushed her lips to mine. At first I was confused, but slowly things started to fall into place in my mind. The looks she had been giving me, the avoidance, I mean hell, she was watching my tapes…it all made sense. I pulled back from her grip, and just stared at her. Her face was as red as a tomato and she started mumbling a string of profanities mixed with apologies. But I just sat there. My lips were tingling and I was trying to figure out why I wasn't running out of her room to report her for harassment. Instead, I stood up, walked over to the window where she was standing and mumbling something about fucking up her chances to become a fighter, and I kissed her again." Callie wiped the tears that had started falling again and added, "That's how it started. From that point on we were always together, secretly of course. I couldn't process my emotions and be a trainer, so I just went with what was happening. For that brief six weeks I was so happy being with her. Then week 11 happened. It was the challenge right before the finals and she lost the fight, which meant she had to go home. I couldn't do anything. I couldn't fight for her to stay because that would've shown favoritism, which is a big no-no when in my position. So, I had to let her go. She was furious. She turned on me like a dime. Yelling and screaming and cussing me out. She couldn't understand that I was contractually bound to treat each fighter fairly. I watched her pack her things, exit the room, and walk out of my life. I was left there, standing in the empty room of the women I now had feelings for, not knowing when or if I would ever see her again." Callie ended her story and was now sobbing into her mother's shoulder._

_ *End flashback*_

As Callie finished her ten-mile run on the treadmill, she recounted her last couple of days in Miami. After telling her parents the whole story, they did nothing but comfort their wounded daughter. Even though their family were gold star Catholics, Lucia and Carlos were not about to damn Callie to Hell. Sure the Bible taught them about the sins of man lying with another man, but it also preached about love. God told us to love each other no matter what and that's just what Callie's parents chose to do, love her no matter who she chose to live her life with.

* * *

><p>AN2: Sorry for the shortness of this chapter. Just had to establish some background content with Callie before I could get into the good stuff


	3. Chapter 3

**Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to any of the Grey's Anatomy characters. They belong to Shonda Rhimes and ABC. I just manipulate them to my will in the stories I create.**

**A/N: Hope y'all enjoy this chapter. And I'm just going to throw some things out there for y'all as sort of an FYI for later on. When I go to read Calzona fic, I want the stories that create a vivid picture and that build up relationships whether it be friendships or romantic relationships. In addition to that, I also ****love**** the stories that have SMUT, like good, sexy, smut. That being said, it drives me crazy to get 18 chapters into a 19 chapter story and the most I've gotten to read about is a steamy make out session. So if y'all will bear with me for a bit as I set the characters and story lines up, there will be some good sexy times to come. Only I know when they will happen and who will be involved. But that is for me to know and you to find out. So enjoy. Comment if you don't mind, let me know what you're liking/what you're not liking. **

Chapter 3: _1502_

Arizona stepped out of the Seattle-Tacoma International Airport and into the crisp, clean Washington air. She didn't know much about Seattle, mostly just that it rained a lot which was the case for today. "Guess I better get used to this", she mumbled to herself as set her carry-on backpack down on the ground and began to dig out her rain jacket. Flipping the hood over her head, she re-packed her backpack and returned it to its home over her shoulders so that it rested comfortably on her back. She then grabbed then handle of her massive suitcase and began walking in search of a taxi.

"Where to miss?" the scratchy, wheezing voice of an aging cab drive asked.

Someone's smoked a few cigarettes in their lifetime, she thought. "Uh, the Seattle Embassy Suites downtown please." As the cab pulled out the airport terminal, and cruised into town, Arizona couldn't help but notice how luscious and green and pretty Seattle was. Even the smell of place she liked, the air was clean and almost had a woodsy musk to it. Yea, she liked it here already. Pulling out her phone, Arizona decided to send her mom and brother a quick text letting them know she made it safely to Seattle and promising a phone call later that day.

As the cab pulled up outside the hotel, Arizona gawked at the fanciness of her new 12-week home. Sure, she had travelled before. Her family took a vacation every summer growing up, but they always ended up staying at an inexpensive roach motel, close to whatever national landmark they chose to visit that year. After Arizona paid her fare and thanked the driver, she meandered into the ornate hotel lobby. The floor was nicely polished marble, and the walls lined with beautiful paintings of Seattle's skyline. Dotting the lobby, there were men in fancy business suits sitting in plush leather chairs tapping away on the keys of their computers.

Approaching the front desk, Arizona noticed a poster set up on an easel reading **'Welcome to Seattle Ultimate Fighters!'** under the greeting were pictures of past winners and the official Ultimate Boxing Championship League logo.

"Good afternoon ma'am, welcome to the Embassy Suites. How can I help you today?" the polite and impeccably dressed woman behind the counter asked.

"I have a reservation here under the name Arizona Robbins." Arizona then pointed to the poster at the end of the desk, "I'm here for that."

The lady, whose nametag read Laura, peeked over the tall lobby desk and eyed the corner where Arizona's finger was pointing. "Of course, ma'am. You must be one of the judges. We weren't expecting you to arrive yet…" but her words were cut off by a severely underestimated blonde standing opposite of her.

"Excuse me? ...A judge? You think I'm a judge? Absolutely not. I am a fighter and I was told to be here today." her voice loud enough to capture the attention of a few people milling about the lobby area.

Laura's face blushed a crimson color and she quickly tried to salvage the situation before her manager is summoned. "My sincerest apologies Ms. Robbins. I, don't know, I think I just assumed given your small stature that you were here to judge. Please forgive me for my blatant error in judgment."

Appreciating the woman's honesty and humbleness to omit an error, Arizona replied, "Yea, okay. Whatever, you didn't know. But just as heads up, you know in the future, don't ever assume things. Wanna know why?"

All Laura could manage was a somber nod of her head.

"Because it makes an ass out of you and me. Get it? Assume… ass out of 'u' and 'me'?" Arizona smirked at her own joke and reached out to take the profered room key out of Laura's hand.

"Yes ma'am, I get it and believe me I will not be making any more assumptions." Laura could still feel her the redness in her face. It was as if the heat in the lobby had been cranked up 20 degrees in the last 2 minutes. "Your room number is 1502. Breakfast is served in the lobby every morning from 6am-10am, but we also offer full menu room service 24 hours a day. The conference rooms are on this floor, dining halls are on the 1st floor, the pool is located on the 2nd floor, business center on the 3rd floor, and the gym is on the 4th floor. Is there anything else I can do for you Ms. Robbins?"

"Nope, I think I'm good. Thank you Laura." Arizona replied as she reached for her suitcase and began wheeling it through the lobby towards the bank of elevators.

Once up on the 15th floor, Arizona slid the key card into the slot of room 1502 and waited for the green light to flash. After a long day of travel, all she could think about was taking a shower and maybe catching a few ZZZ's before finding the local watering hole. However, what awaited her in room was about to change all of that.

"Who the hell are you?" a shrill female voice shouted at Arizona as she wiggled through the narrow doorframe.

"I should be asking you the same thing!" Arizona barked back.

With a steadfast glare, the other woman spit back, "I asked you first".

"Fine. I'm Arizona Robbins, and you're in my room."

"Your room? Please, this is my room!" the mystery woman scoffed back. "You need to walk your little self back down to the front desk and get a new room because I was here first and I'm not leaving. I've got too much stuff to do before tomorrow morning to worry about getting another room assignment."

Arizona was now fuming for the second time in as little as ten minutes. This was not happening right now. With a deep breath, she calmly let out, "Why don't I just call the front desk and get this all sorted out because my ass is not going all the way back down to the lobby just to come all the way back up here when they tell me that this is, in fact, my room."

"Fine."

"Fine." Arizona repeated the dirty blonde haired woman who was still busy unpacking her suitcase. Arizona dropped her stuff onto the other, unoccupied queen bed in the room, reached for the phone, and pressed 0 for the front desk. "Guess it's going to suck when you have to take all those clothes out of the drawers and put them back into your suitcase when the front desk gives…"

"Front desk, this is Laura"

Arizona silently cursed as she realized she was going to have to deal with Laura yet again. "Hey Laura, it's Arizona Robbins up in room 1502… Yep, mmhmm, that's the one… Yea, so listen. I think there's been some kind of mix up. You see, because when I got to my room, well, there was already someone in it. So if you could just find them another room, I would greatly appreciate it." Arizona tried turning on a little southern charm in hopes of wooing the front desk attendant.

"Ms. Robbins, I am so sorry…again." Laura had never had to apologize to guest before and today she had had to apologize twice…to the same guest. "You said you are for the Ultimate Fighter, correct?"

"Yes, I believe we covered that downstairs in the lobby."

"Yes, well it says here in our computer system that each competitor is to be paired with a roommate. So that person in your room is not a stranger, well I mean I guess she sort of is, but she won't be for long, as she technically in the competition with you."

"Wonderful, okay well I guess that makes sense as to why there are two beds in the room instead of just one." Arizona was beginning to make sense of the mix up and quickly came to terms with the fact that she would not be alone in the room. "Thank you so much for all of your help, Laura… Yes, I will let her know… Goodbye."

"Looks like neither one of us are moving." Arizona spit out as she hopped off the bed and lifted her suitcase onto the luggage rack.

"What do you mean neither of us are moving? Is the hotel out of rooms or something?" the woman questioned as she watched Arizona begin to unpack her own things into the second dresser.

"Uh no, actually. Turns out we're both here for the same thing and according to the front desk all fighters are assigned a roommate." Arizona replied while removing her toiletry bag from the suitcase and walking into the large bathroom of the spacious hotel room. She noticed that the shower and toilet were separate from the sink and mirror area. _That's convenient _she thought to herself, _one of us can shower while the other gets ready and we don't disturb each other. Unless she wants to be disturbed. She is pretty hot. Probably into dudes though. Which in and of itself is odd, you'd think most female fighters would be gay…turns out they're mostly straight. What a shame._ Arizona thoughts were interrupted by her roommate's reflection in the mirror.

"Wait, so you're a fighter too?" She asked. "Why didn't you lead with that? I'm Teddy Altman, nice to meet you…uh, sorry I forgot what you said your name was."  
>"Arizona" she said turning around and sticking out her hand. "Arizona Robbins."<p>

Teddy reached out and firmly shook Arizona's hand. "Sorry about all then when you came in. I guess if I had thought about it, it didn't make sense that there were two beds and one of me when I first got here."

"Ahh, forget about it. How were we supposed to know? It's not like they told us when we checked in or anything. We can just pretend like it never happened and start over as friends. You good with that?"

Teddy nodded her head, "Yea, I'm good with that. So, Arizona, where are you from?"

"Originally or most recently?" Arizona chuckled out.

"Let me guess, army brat?" Teddy asked with a speckle of hope in eye.

"Marines actually, but close enough. My dad was a Staff Sergeant, so we moved all over the place growing up. So, to answer your question the best I can, I was born in Germany, have lived in pretty much every corner of the world, and now call Alexandria, Virginia home."

"I honestly don't think I could've gotten a better roommate" Teddy exclaimed. "My dad served as well, though he was in the Army. So I guess I am technically the 'army brat'. I was born stateside but grew up mostly in the eastern hemisphere, places like Italy and Belgium. When I graduated high school, my mom got tired of moving for my dad, so he decided to take a desk job at Fort Irwin in California and that's where we live now."

The two women spent the rest of the afternoon unpacking and chatting about all the different places they lived, comparing and contrasting Marine and Army bases, and soon they were fast friends.

At 5 o'clock on the dot there was a knock on their door. Arizona, having the bed closer to the door, was up first and answered it. Standing on the other side was a bellboy holding a silver tray. "This is for you and the other woman in the room," he stated while gesturing the tray towards Arizona.

On the tray Arizona could see a letter addressed to her and Teddy. She reached out, removed it from the tray, and said thank you to the bellboy. Back in the room she handed to letter to Teddy and said, "Apparently this is for us."

Teddy took the letter from Arizona and began reading out loud:

"Dear Ms. Altman & Ms. Robbins,

Welcome to Seattle and the Embassy Suites. I hope that you enjoy your first, and rare, carefree evening in the Emerald City. Beginning tomorrow morning, your journey to becoming the next Ultimate Fighter begins. Please be in Conference Room B tomorrow morning at 7 am, sharp. We will begin our orientation at precisely 7:05, so do not be late. On the back of this letter is the itinerary for tomorrow. I suggest you review it, and come to orientation prepared for a full day of training. Again, congratulations for begin selected to this tournament, it is quite an achievement.

Regards,

Richard Webber, Head Trainer"

"Well, I'm nervous now" Arizona admitted

Teddy nodded in agreement and turned the letter over to see what their day would look like tomorrow.

"6:00 am: Breakfast in the lobby (optional)

7:00 am: Report to Conference Room B

7:05- 9:05 am: Orientation

9:05-9:15 am: Break

9:15-9:45 am: Weigh-ins

9:45-10:45 am: Meet the trainers

10:45-11:30 am: Small groups

11:30-12:30 pm: Lunch in Dining Hall A

12:30-1:15 pm: Break

1:15-1:30 pm: Travel time

1:30-4:30 pm: Gym

4:30-4:45 pm: Travel time

4:45-5:30 pm: Shower

5:30-6:30 pm: Film study

6:30-7:30 pm: Dinner in Dining Hall A

7:30-8:30 pm: Recreation time

8:30-9:00 pm: Daily review

9:00 pm: Released

Damn they run a tight ship around here!" Teddy could hardly believe how rigid the schedule was.

Arizona echoed those same sentiments, "No shit, they aren't messing around when it comes to not wasting any time! So what should we do tonight, you know before every second of our day becomes accounted for?"

Teddy laughed at Arizona's silly yet 100% accurate comment. "I don't know about you, but I could use a drink and some dinner? I saw a cool joint around the corner from here on the way in. I think it's called Joe's if I am remembering correctly. We could head there, have a burger and ONE beer and then turn in for the night. Lord knows tomorrow is going to be hell and I don't want to be tired or have a hangover."

"Sounds like a plan to me!" Arizona replied. "And hey, lets order room service for breakfast, I'd rather see the competition for the first time in orientation rather than standing in line for a Belgium waffle."


	4. Chapter 4

**Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to any of the Grey's Anatomy characters. They belong to Shonda Rhimes and ABC. I just manipulate them to my will in the stories I create.**

**A/N: So I wrote this chapter really fast and again it's a lot of laying out the structure of things. If anything is unclear when it comes to schedule or how things work just shoot me a PM and I'll try to explain. Otherwise, Enjoy!**

Chapter 4: _Orientation_

Showered and feeling refreshed from her run, Callie began sorting through the competitor files her boss had just dropped off when suddenly the phone in her hotel room started ringing. "Hello?"

"Callie, you want to look over these files together?" the voice on the other end of the line asked.

"Oh hey Bailey. Uh, yea, we can do that real quick. You want pop over to my room and we can do some reconnaissance on these girls before we hit the hay?" Callie replied. All Callie really wanted to do was to curl up in her king size bed, surround herself with pillows and mentally prepare herself for the 3 grueling months ahead. Don't misunderstand though, Callie loved her job. It was everything she dreamed it would be. Getting to mold and teach bright, young fighters whose eagerness dripped from their pores was an incredible honor. Callie had reached the pinnacle of her career, winning the championship in 2012 then defending her title belt in 2013 before she was offered the job as team trainer in the Ultimate Boxing Championship League. Now she got to take amateur fighters and turn them into greatness. What could be better?

"Yea, I'll be over in minute," Bailey matter-of-factly stated. Miranda Bailey was as fierce as trainers come. She stood all of 5 feet 2 inches but packed enough power in one punch to drop the highest and mightiest of them all. Her short stature proved to be an advantage against taller opponents, who usually underestimated her anyways. While they were swinging down, she was squarely landing uppercuts to their jaws and powerful body blows. The only fighter she ever succumbed to happen to be her co-trainer. Bailey and Torres met twice and only twice. Both fights were for the championship belt, with Callie prevailing both times. After it was announced that Callie was retiring to take a training position with the UBCL, Miranda knew it was her time to shine. An unfortunate gym accident caused Miranda to slow down her training and eventually forced her into an early retirement. Two days after announcing that she would no longer be competing, Bailey got a call from her then nemesis, Callie, who offered her a job as trainer along side of her at the Ultimate Fighter, boxing series. Without hesitation, Bailey accepted and moved out to Seattle where she and her now friend trained the up and coming women of the boxing world.

Two quick raps on her door announced the arrival of her partner. Callie got off her bed and went to let Bailey in. "You ready for tomorrow, Miranda?"

"Ready as I'll ever be. What time do we have to be in the conference room?"

Callie took out the schedule that Webber had dropped off with the competitors' files. "Says here weigh-ins are over at 9:45 tomorrow morning and 'Meet the trainers' is after that. So, 9:45, but lets meet in lobby at 9:30." Callie suggested.

"That sounds good. Now how do we want to play this? All rough and tough with scowls and glares, or smiles and waves?" Bailey was clearly excited for tomorrow's introductions.

Callie let out a giggle and rolled her gorgeous, chocolate eyes at her partner. "Let's go for a combination of both those. I want our demeanor to say 'tough as nails, but approachable', does that work for you?"

Bailey nodded while contorting her face in different ways, trying to convey what Callie suggested. "Are you going to tell them your nickname?" she asked Callie.

"Damn it Bailey, it was only 3 noses and a jaw!" Callie huffed back.

Bailey so easily knew how to push Callie's buttons and did it every chance she got. "Chill Torres, I was only kidding. Besides you should be thankful. Callie '_The Bone Doctor'_ Torres is wayyyyy better than being Miranda _'The Nazi'_ Bailey!"

Callie thought about what Bailey said for a moment, and the quipped, "Yea, I don't think I'd ever want to be associated with Hitler and Nazi Germany. Sucks to be you!"

The two women laughed at each other's verbal jousts and then settled themselves into looking at their team.

Bailey picked up the first name on the pile and began reading, "Isobel Stevens, 5'7", super-lightweight, 65 inch wingspan, yada-yada-ya…best known for winning Pride of Heartland Boxing Invitational, 2014."

"Isn't that competition outdated?" Callie asked

Without hesitation, Bailey replied, "If you ask me, yes. They exanded the competitor list from 20 women to 75, and you don't have to even win a previous fight to qualify. You just pay the $200 entrance fee and fight one round until there's only one woman left standing. So congratulations Ms…" Bailey had to look back down at the file to remember the name. "Ms. Stevens, you're clearly off to a great start."

"Damn Bailey, you've got a mean streak going against that one already! Okay let's see here, next we have Addison Montgomery, 5'8", welterweight, wingspan 64 inches. Wow for being so tall, this woman's got short arms. That should give here an interesting fighting strategy, tall and strong but not a long reach." Looking from Bailey back down to Addison's file, Callie continued, "She is best known for winning New York High School Boxing State Championship, Manhattan's Women's Amateur Championship, and most recently The New England's Boxing Club Championship Title."

"Wow, that's quite a list of accomplishments." Bailey stated

"It is. But, Bailey, keep in mind all those tournaments have weight classes and then age ranges within those classes. So she might have only had to fight one or two other women to actually earn the title."

_Tsk, tsk_, Bailey clicked with her tongue. "You are always looking at the glass half empty, Torres."

Bailey was awarded another roll of dark brown eyes, "No, I'm just being practical. We can't build these women up too much before we've even laid eyes on them."

"Fine. Next." Bailey and Callie went quickly through the next five women. Rattling off names, heights, weights, what their claim to fame was up to this point. "Yang, 5'something, won Stanford's Women in Boxing title 3 years in a row. Kepner, also five-something, barely made competition weight class, best known for winning The Midwest Future Farmers of America Boxing Classic." When she didn't get a response from her co-worker, Bailey looked up to see Callie deep in thought staring at another one of the competitor's files. "You hear what I said? Future Farmer of America! Is that not the damndest thing you've ever heard" Bailey choked out in between fits of giggles.

"Yea, yea, I heard. Listen to this though…best known for Commonwealth District 4 State Title, Southeast and Northeast Boxing Championship titles, Mason-Dixon Line Classic, Overseas Boxing League Title three different times, Hawaii's Honolulu Invitational, Southern California's Regional Boxing Tournament Champion, and last but not least Unites States Armed Services Amateur Boxing Champion." Callie lowered the piece of paper and shifted her gaze to Bailey, who was staring back at her, mouth wide open in awe.

"Now that is a list of accomplishments. Who is that and how are we only just now hearing about this woman?"

Callie lifted the piece of paper back up to eyes and read, "Arizona Robbins."

Both women sat in silence for a moment and let all the accomplishments of one Arizona Robbins really sink in. Bailey was first to break the silence, "She's going to be the one to beat, I'm calling it right now."

"You can never be too sure, Bailey, but looking at it from a resume standpoint…yes. This Robbins chick is going to be a tough knock out."

Bailey began re-sorting all of her files and organizing them into a neat stack. "Ok so to review real quick before I go, we've got: Isobel Stevens, who we know nothing about; Addison Montgomery, the New Yorker; Cristina Yang, Stanford's pride and joy; Theodora _aka Teddy_ Altman, unofficially trained by the Army's Corps of Boxers; Lexie Grey and Meredith Grey, the sister's from separate misters; Arizona Robbins, the apparent all-star; and April Kepner, the farmgirl."

"Sounds about right. I'll be interested to put names to faces and to see what the guys get to deal with this year." Callie casually stated while cleaning up her pile of paperwork. "Do you know who they ended up hiring to help Derek train this year? I still can't believe that Starks negotiated his way out of the contract. What a douche bag."

"I was never a big fan of his anyways, so I actually don't mind that he's gone. And yes, he got here this morning while you were at the gym. His name Mark Stone, I think." Said Bailey as she made her way to the door. It was nearing midnight and she and Callie needed to get some halfway decent rest before they reported for duty tomorrow morning.

Callie' eyes went wide with excitement. "You mean Mark Sloan? THE Mark Sloan is here…to train…alongside us?"

"Oh is it Sloane? I could've sworn it was Stone" Bailey mused while shrugging her shoulders.

"Seriously, Bailey." Callie deadpanned. "You know how much of a fan I am of his. I was ringside when I saw him knockout Xavier Bennett in the 10th round of the heavyweight title fight." Callie started mimicking the punch sequence Sloan threw of that fight. "Left hook, right upper, body, body, body, duck, left upper, right hook to the temple, done. Title won."

"Good god woman, keep it in your pants. I thought you'd be happy but that was just weird." Bailey grabbed the door handle before looking back to her partner one last time. "Night Torres, see you in the morning."

Callie still on cloud nine after hearing the news of latest trainer, "Goodnight Bailey, see you in lobby, 9:30."

* * *

><p><em>Err…err…err…err<em>. "Turn it off!" Teddy angrily mumbled.

"I'm trying," Arizona whispered back, her hand fumbling around the bedside table in search of the offending alarm clock. Finally finding it, she slapped the top of it and plunged the room back into silence.

"What time is it?" Teddy's groggy voice asked

"6:02. Time to get up Teds. Breakfast will be here in 28 minutes. We need to shower, get dressed and eat to be in the conference room in about an hour." Arizona stated as she peeled the warm covers back, sat up and kicked her feet out onto the floor. "I'll shower first since you appear to be a little slower this morning.

"So what, I'm not a morning person, sue me!" Teddy spit back. "Wait, before you get in the shower, what are you going to wear for the first day?"

Arizona huffed, "Seriously? That's what your concerned about right now, what to wear?"

"Well yea, I want to make a good first impression. Don't you?" Teddy gave Arizona a cheesy smile. "C'mon, you know you've thought about it. What're you going to wear?"

Okay so maybe Arizona had put some thought into it. She wanted the other competitors to see her as a threat, but also something they could be friends with. You know what they say, keep your friends close and your enemies closer. "Well the letter yesterday said to come prepared for training, right? So with that in mind, I'll probably put on a pair of Nike spandex shorts, then a pair of running pants over those, sports bra, heat gear tank top, and my Marine Corps hoodie, unzipped."

"Yeah, you didn't put any thought into that, at all," Teddy snickered at her roommate and friend. "Alright I'll do something along those lines too then."

With clean bodies and full bellies, the two friends left their room right at 6:50 with gym bags in hand and made their way down to the lobby where the conference rooms were located. When the elevators opened to the marble lobby, the girls joined the small crowd gathering outside the conference room's double doors. They took a moment to discretely scan the crowd and get their first look at their competition. Right off the bat, they both noticed a taller redhead with bright green eyes. Arizona's focus then took her to a scrawny Asian woman who was talking animatedly with brunette.

Teddy's watch was directed from the tall redhead to a shorter redhead who had ear buds in and was jotting notes down in a small journal. Others in the crowd consisted of a tall blonde talking and laughing with a group of male competitors, and lastly another short, brunette who looked completely out of place, minus the boxing league sweatshirt she had on.

"Whatcha think?" Teddy whispered to Arizona

After looking around at the crowd once more, Arizona turned to Teddy and replied, "Never judge a book by its cover, Teddy, never."

Not two seconds after finishing her statement, the doors of the conference room opened and a tall, dark, and handsome man was ushering the crowd in. "Come in, come in. Thank you for being on time. Please find a seat and quiet down so we can get started." His voice boomed

The conference room had 16 chairs set up in two rows of eight facing a podium at the front of the room. Teddy and Arizona sat next to each other on the back row. The man that had let them into the room slowly approached the podium and cleared his throat. "Good morning fighters, my name is Richard Webber. I am the head trainer in charge here for the tournament. A little bit later this morning you will meet the other trainers, but for now, it's just me. First, we're going start by introducing yourselves. Then I'll begin going over protocols and how this whole tournament works. Please stand up, state your name and where you're from. Start with you redhead on the front row."

The redhead stood up and began speaking, "Hi, I'm April Kepner and I'm from a small city outside Columbus, Ohio." Next, "Hi. Cristina Yang. From San Diego."

Next, "Uh, Alex Karev. Des Moines, Iowa."; "Hello, my name is Jackson Avery, I am from Boston."; "Owen Hunt, Seattle native."; "Good morning, I'm Preston Burke. I am from Baton Rouge, down in Louisiana."; "Hi, Lexie Grey, also Seattle native. Thank you."; "Isobel Stevens, Ms. September if you guys know what I'm saying *wink*, I'm from Madison, Wisconsin."

"Back row now" Richard's voice summoned

"Hi. Meredith Grey. Before you ask, yes I am related to Lexie. From Seattle originally but lived on east coast too."; "Morning, I'm Addison Montgomery. New York City."

Teddy stood up, "Teddy Altman, born in Georgia." Short, sweet and to the point, she sat down and then glanced to her roommate who was already on her feet.

"Arizona Robbins, Alexandria, Virginia." That's all these strangers needed to know. The less details the better. Quickly Arizona noticed that the seats were taken in pairs. Two girls or two guys, _everyone must be sitting with their roommate_ she thought.

"Hey guys, I'm Shane Ross. I'm from Dallas, Texas. Go Cowboys!" audible groans were heard after his endorsement.

"Uh let's keep it professional," Webber commanded from behind the podium. "Next, please."

"Hello, name's George O'Malley. Place is Philadelphia"; "Hi, Benjamin Warren, but please call me Ben. Born and raised in Oakland, California."; and last but not least "Andrew DeLuca, Jersey."

Once the last competitor finished giving their spiel, Richard took back the attention of the audience. "Now that was just a preliminary introduction, you will get to know each other much better over the next couple of months. Next, I am going to go over your tentative schedule for the twelve weeks. I say tentative because some of you will be here for all of that time, most of you will not. It's harsh, but that's the reality of the competition you currently find yourselves in. Here's how this works: Starting today May 9th you are officially in competition. The first five weeks, that's Sunday, May 9th through Sunday, June 13th, will be rigorous training six days a week followed by one day off. Starting Monday, June 14th, which is the start of the sixth week, the actual competition starts. That's when people will start to go home. People, listen to me, June 14th is when everything changes. Your training schedules will differ slightly, but more than anything your mentality will change. Right now it's about learning, not just about yourself, but also about boxing. You have a wealth of boxing knowledge available at your fingertips, so use it. Hit the gym hard every day, consult you're your trainers, watch film, ask questions: build yourself up as fighter. Do all of this so that come competition time, you're ready to win each fight." As Richard began to explain the structure of the tournament, Arizona was getting more and more excited. Sure she could fight, but she'd never been trained, she had never been taught techniques or a real strategy to the art boxing. This was where the culmination of her physical work was going to meet the mental side of the game.

"Before I get into how the competition works, let's first go over your five weeks schedule. Here," he said handing a stack of papers to April who still sat on the end of the first row, "take on and pass 'em down. Look these over while I quickly hit the high points.

Arizona got her hands on a schedule and skimmed the sheet.

**Week 1-Week 5 Daily Training Schedule:**

6:00-7:00 am: Breakfast in lobby

7:15 am: Report to bus

7:15-7:30 am: Travel time

7:30-11:30 am: Training (varies day-to-day, see below)

11:30-12:00 pm: Showers

12:00-12:15 pm: Travel time

12:15-1:15 pm: Lunch (Dining Hall A)

1:15-2:00 pm: Free Time

2:00-2:15 pm: Travel time

2:15-4:15 pm: Training

4:15-4:45 pm: Showers

4:45-5:00 pm: Travel time

5:00-6:00 pm: Film Study

6:00-7:00 pm: Dinner (Dining Hall A)

7:00-8:30 pm: Recreation time

8:30-9:00 pm: Daily review

9:00 pm: Released

**Training Schedule Breakdown:**

Monday's- Large group training (separated by male and female)

Tuesday's- Individual Training

Wednesday's- Small group training (pairs or groups of three)

Thursday's- Co-Ed training (male/female partners)

Friday's- Large group training (separated by male and female)

Saturday's- Small group training & Challenge Day

Sunday's- OFF

Richard gave everyone a chance to read the schedules and then started to go over them. "As you all can see, we are essentially working on two-a-days here. We will go to the gym in the morning for a hard three hour work out, which will include two short fifteen minute breaks for you to hydrate and eat a snack provided to you. You'll clean up at the gym and then we will bus you back here for lunch. We will always meet just outside the front doors to get on and off the bus, and we will always eat in dining hall A. After lunch, you have a rest period of 45 minutes for your meal to settle. Then it's back on the bus and back to the gym for afternoon workouts. Now the morning workout schedule is found on the bottom of this sheet, but you dictate the afternoon workout. You can choose if you want to lift weights, spar with partner, work one-on-one with a trainer, totally up to you. The only thing you can't do is to do nothing at all. By five o'clock we will be back here for film study. Now film study is a new concept this year. We will be showing you film from a high profile fight, as the tape rolls the other trainers and myself will break down the fight, analyzing strategies and missteps to help the sixteen of you become better. Film study is followed by dinner and recreational time. Rec time can be anything from a movie and popcorn to board games, to simply more free time. You're never required to attend events, but they are available to you for moral and bonding. Last item on the schedule is daily review. You will meet for 10 minutes one of your trainers to discuss your performance at the gym that day and to set goals for yourself. At 9pm you are done for the day, and I suggest at that point most of you go to bed. It won't be all that draining at first, but after a week or two of this schedule you will be praying for nine o'clock to roll around, trust me. Any questions?"

A couple hands went in the air and Richard went back over a couple of the easy to understand explanations. "Okay, let's move to the 'Breakdown' part of the schedule. All of these are fairly self-explanatory, but I want to quickly go over Saturday's schedule with you. On Saturday afternoons when you get to the gym, there will be a challenge laid out to you. Everyone has the same challenge; it is only broken down between males and females. For example, it could be a sit-up challenge. Whichever male does the most sit-ups and whichever female does the most sit-ups will be rewarded."

"What's the reward?" Karev interrupted.

"Thank you asking", Webber continued from where he was forced to leave off, "the winner from each group gets a paid for steak dinner for him or her and guest from Oak Steakhouse. Everyone else eats here at the hotel."

Every one of the competitors let out an excited gasp and plastered on a big smile as they thought of the prospect of wining a big, juicy steak. Arizona was determined to have as many of those steaks as she possibly could. Who she would take, she had no clue. Probably Teddy as none of the women here were really jumping out at her as potential prospects.

Webber looked down at his watch, always wanting to stay punctual. "Ok, so normally I would go over the competition schedule next but we are scheduled to go on break now. You have ten minutes to strip down to your skivvies and get next door for the weigh-ins. Keep in mind, whatever your weight is today just places you into a class for this week. We will re-weigh you every week to make sure that you are training for the right weight class. Don't worry too much about that for the first five weeks, but when the competition starts, you weight will be much more important. Dismissed."

Teddy and Arizona filed out of the meeting room and into the women's bathroom with the other six female competitors. Neither one of them spoke, they just listened as the other women talked about the men at the competition and which ones they were going to start flirting with. When Lexie and Izzie started arguing about who got Alex Karev, Arizona decided she'd heard enough. "I'm outta here" she said as she nudged Teddy in the ribs.

"Right behind you, rooms" Teddy replied. Both women had been in there long enough to take their hoodies, tanks, and tennis shoes off and were now walking to conference room C to be weighed. There were two scales in the room, one with a couple boys in line already and one with no one in line. "That one must be for the girls," Teddy offered as she stepped up to the contraption.

"Last name" came the voice holding a clipboard.

"Altman."

"Thank you, step on." The woman fiddle with the slide weights and finally got the scale to balance. "141. Thank you, you can go get re-dressed and return to the conference room next door. Next….Last name."

"Robbins."

"Thank you, step on." The woman again played with the weights until the scale perfectly balanced. "137. Thank you, you can go get re-dressed and return to the conference room next door. Next….Last name."

Arizona re-joined Teddy in the next room and the two compared their weights and what that meant for their training later that day. No more than 15 minutes later, weigh-ins were over and the competitors had reclaimed all the chairs in the conference room. Richard Webber then strode back in through the double doors and again stood behind the podium. "It's now time for you to meet your trainers for this years competition. It is with great pleasure that I bring them in now and introduce them to you. Trainers, please enter." With that, the two double doors again swung open and in walked four new faces, first two men, then two women. They walked to front of the room and stood next to Richard.

Arizona's mouth had long since gone dry. She was pretty sure the world stopped spinning and she had to remind herself how to breathe. "Wow," was all she could manage.

Teddy leaned closer in to her and whispered, "I know right, the one on the left is like _dayyum!_" But when Teddy looked at Arizona, she saw her focus somewhere else, rather on someone else. "Wait, Arizona, who are you looking at?"

"Holy Mary, Mother of…Teddy, pinch me. Pinch me so I know if this is a dream or not." Arizona stuck her hand in the general vicinity of where she Teddy was sitting. "Ouch, shit, that hurt!" she yelled in a whisper.

"You said to pinch you, so I did." Teddy said flatly. "Arizona, which one are you looking at? The one with a beard or the one with out a beard?"

"Huh? What? No beard, definitely no beard."

Teddy gave her a quizzical look, "Really, I think the one with the beard is way cuter!"

Arizona turned and looked at Teddy gave her a sympathetic look, knowing what she was about to say was going to throw her roommate for a loop. "Teddy, I'm not looking at what you're looking at. I could care less about the man with a beard just like I could care less about the man without a beard."

"Then who are you drooling over?" Teddy impatiently questioned.

"Her." Arizona said nonchalantly pointing at the Latina woman standing in the front of the room. "I don't think I have ever seen a woman as beautiful as she is in my entire life. Look at her Teddy, look at those curves! My god, what a beautiful, beautiful, woman."

"Wait, you're gay?" Teddy asked in astonishment.

Here it comes, the answer that has turned more people in her life away than she cares to remember, "Yes, Teddy. I am gay."

"Oh, cool." Teddy stated before turning her attention back to Webber who was about to introduce the four trainers.

"Training the men this year we have veteran coach Derek Shepherd and new comber to the competition Mark Sloan." Each man raised his hand as Webber called their name, then they received a warm round of applause from the sixteen competitors sitting in chairs. "Next we have our returning duo of women's trainers Ms. Miranda Bailey and Ms. Callie Torres." Again the women raised their hand as their names were called so the competitors would know who was who. Then they too were welcomed with applause.

"Callie Torres" Arizona breathed. That name sounded good on her lips.

The rest of the day wore on as they were, shown where they were to be picked up and dropped off by the bus, walked through routines at the gym and introduced to the halfway decent hotel food they would be consuming for the next three months. At nine o'clock that night they were released from their introductory day and allowed to return to their rooms for the night. Knowing they had a full, first real day of training starting early the next morning, Teddy and Arizona decided to call it a night. They changed and climbed in to their beds. Arizona set her alarm, said goodnight to her roommate, and fell asleep thinking about how she could make Callie Torres fall in love with her.


End file.
